40    THE CYCLE OF SPRING
where in profusion. On the extreme
left the mouth of a dark cavern dimly
seen. Boys representing the " Bam-
boo " disclosed, swinging.
SONG OF THE BAMBOO
0   South  Wind,  the  Wanderer,   come
and rock me,
Rouse me into the rapture of new
leaves.
1  am the wayside bamboo tree, waiting
for your breath
To tingle life into my branches.
0   South   Wind,   the   Wanderer,   my
dwelling is in the end of the lane.
I  know   your  wayfaring,   and   the
language of your footsteps.
Your least touch thrills me out
of my slumber,
Your whisper gleans my secrets.
(Enter a troop of girls, dancing,
representing birds.}